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earthly hopes had been set; and more sorrowful still

4was Yasodhara, who waylaid all travellers who visited

"the--king's palace, eagerly questioning them as to

^whether  in their wanderings  they  had  met  with

Prince Siddartha.

One day in the spring-time she sat idly by the
stream which flowed through her lovely garden.
Her eyes were wet with tears, her cheeks were
wasted with sorrow, and her lips were drawn with
grief. Her beautiful tresses were hidden in the
fashion of those women who mourn for the death of
their husbands, and her dress was entirely lacking in
those ornaments with which princesses deck them-
selves ; but in her listless fingers she held a girdle
set thick with pearls which she had found on the
floor of the prince's chamber on the morning after
his flight. Near her played her little son Rahula, now
seven years old, whose face and gestures gave her
mingled joy and sorrow, for they continually reminded
her of her absent lord. The boy was laughing light-
heartedly, and throwing rice to feed the blue and
purple fish which darted through the stream.

Now as the mother sat there, taking no pleasure
in the beauty of the morning, some of the maidens
of the court came to tell her that a company of
merchants had just arrived at the south gate of the
town, having travelled from the coast, where they had
obtained rich merchandise of many kinds. " But
they bring more than these things," said the maidens,
their voices trembling with excitement, " for they say
that they have seen Prince Siddartha face to face,